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si elle ne reussit pas, je serai a tout jamais delivree de mes
maux. Comprenez-vous, ma chere madame, pourquoi je
tardais toujours a vous repondre ? Vous m'avez temoigne
tant d'interet que je dois vous faire de la peine. Le mal
dont je souffre est une tumeur fibreuse. Votre docteur
pourra vous expliquer ce mal etrange qui est plus une
infirmite qu'une maladie.
Serrez-vous bien fort contre vos pere, mari, frere, enfans,
serrez-vous contre tous ceux qui vous aiment et que vous
aimez; jouissez en paix des joies, des bonheurs que la
Providence vous envoie, et priez-la pour cette pauvre
desheritee, peut-etre les prieres d'un adorable coeur comme
le votre seront elles entendues !
A. DESCLEE
The postmark on the envelope is November 1873. Desclee
died in the following March. She was thirty-seven.
Aug. 14 Spent most of the day packing in readiness for my
Monday, holiday of three weeks. This means twenty-one
days away from the S.T., though I must still write
two articles a week for the Express, one for the Taller, one for
John o' London's, one for Shopping News, and one for some-
thing called Housewife. Fifteen articles in all, plus a new book
I am supposed to deliver by the end of this month. I have
chosen Southend for this debauch of idleness because it repairs
the Agatian fabric more quickly than any other place, because
it does this at seven guineas a week, and because I am more
at home at the big writing-desk facing the statue of Queen
Victoria, which Wyndham Lewis (the witty one) says is meant
for me, than anywhere else in the world. Leo Pavia is the
minister in attendance. I find his venom better than any
tonic.
Aug. 15 Annoyed to find the writing-desk monopolised by
Tuesday, a lady in a wheeled chair and a gentleman with a
club-foot. They look too settled for my taste.
So I have had a large desk put into the window of the hotel's
best and largest bedroom. Nine guineas, and worth it.
Among the books I have brought with me is Henry Arthur
106